The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet, come beginne. Trumpets 

And you the lodges bcare a wary eye. the while. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham* One. 

Laer. No. 

Hum. Judgement. 

OJlr. A hit, a very palpable hit. Drum, trumpets and fat. 

Laer. Well, againe. Fleri[h,a peece goes off. 

K ing. Sray,giue me drireke , Hamlet this pearle is thine. 

Heer*es to thy health, giue him the cup. 

H am: lie play this bout firft/et it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you? 

Laer. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Our fonne fhall winne. 

Quee. Hce’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heerc Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes. 

The Q^ecnc carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

H am. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrardydoc not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord.I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

H am. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by. 

Quge. Come.letmewipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord, lie hit him now. 

King . Idoenotthink’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confcience, 

H am. Com for the third Laertes, you doe but dally. 

I pray you pafle with yourbeftviolence 
I am lure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo come on. 

OJlr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haue at you now. 

King. Pa* them, they are inccnft. 

H am. Nay come againe. 

OHr. Looke to the Qneene there hoe. 

H ora. They bleed on both fides.how is it my Lord* 

OJlr. Hoft ift Laeres} , 

Laer, Why as a woodcock to mine ownc (ptindge.OJi rtcK. j 


Prince ofDemsarke. 

I am iufity kild with mine owne treachery. 

H am. How does the Que€ne? 

She founds to fee them bleed- 

Quee. No.no, the drink.the drinke, Omy dcareH amlet. 

Th7drinke,the drinke, I am poyfned. 

Ham. Ovillaniel hoeletthedorebelock t. 

Treachery, feckc it out. . 

Laer. It is heere Hamlet , thou art flame, 

No medcin in the world can do thee good, 

In thee there is nor halfe an houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in my hand 
Vnbatcdand enuenoro’d, the foule pradtile 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me, loc here I lye 
Ncuer to rife againe: thy mother s poylned, 

1 can no more, the King, the Kings too blame. 

Ham. The point enuenom’d to, then venom to thy vvorke. 
«^//. Treafon, treafon. 

K ,»<r. O yet defend me friends,! am but huit. 

Ham. Here thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere ? 

Follow my mother. , , , . .. 

Laer. He is iuflly ferued.it is a poyfon temperd by himfefe-. 
Exchange forgiuenes with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not vpponthec, 
Northineonmc. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, l follow thee*, 
lam dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. 

Youthat looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That ate but mutes, or audience to this aft, 

HadI buttime as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftrifl in his arreft. O I could tell you ! 

But let it be ; Horatio I am dead, 

Thou liueft, report me aad my caufc aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

H ora, Neuer beleeue it; 
lam more an antikeRomanc then a Dane, 

Heere’s yet fome liquor left. 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Cine me the cup, let goe, by heauen He hate* 
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